Introduction 

This was written to remind the future generations. 
What has happened is what it is. 

What will happen, we shall be aware. 

History leads to fact. 

The right is right. 

And the wrong is wrong. 


Foreword 


On his hand was a scroll of written paper. He sure liked reading, and also writing. 
His hands were active pairs. He was born of zodiac Aguarius according to astrology, 
symbolized with a person pouring water. People of this zodiac have, as he himself said, 
“eccentric behavior and is unpredictable.” 

His nature was like water, seeking for the lower ground, to fulfill his wish for the 
person that needed him. He would feel satisfied and happy if he answered people's need. 
He would give anything that he could to anyone, in order to make them content. Perhaps 
he was very influenced by what Socrates' thought that said, “give pleasure to others, 
though you yourself do not feel content.” 

Then it was Aristotle said, “Please others, because they have come before you.” 

The nature of water is also hard to predict. Not only flood that can be 
overwhelming and cause damages to dams, but just like a saying that “calm water readily 
drifts us away.” 

I then opened the scroll of papers that he gave me. Chain of words that was 
creating sentences, I eyed them along and moved my lips without making sound. I was 
easily startled when reading it. A story that engraved the nation's history of a treachery 
towards the nation. 

TI indulged myself reading it while he was heaving smoke in round shapes from his 
mouth which he was staring at, facing the ceiling. All of the sudden, I asked some 
guestions that pull him away from his fantasy” 

“Why did you write this?” 

“To remember what happened 31 years ago.” 

“For what?” 

“So that our children can still be aware of the latent danger o PKI that might rise 
again.” 

I then was in silence. He made his point. I continued reading. 


Chapter I 
The sun had already turned red 


The rooster made his call early in the morning. The birds that used to chirp to the 
morning were still hiding their heads under their wings. Though the morning dew was 


still covering the land, already was weather stiflingly hot. Water that dropped from the 
leaves was gleaming red. It seemed that the sun had already risen, red. 

Dearly mother earth had been suffering from this kind sultry atmosphere for a 
long period. The two great powers in the world were the cause. They had been enhancing 
their killing machines in order to take control of the world. 

In the very same place, the mother earth, people arrogantly raised their flags as 
high as possible to the top of the arrogance of NASAKOM. The Pyongyang-Peking- 
Jakarta had become the cause of the reddening sun. 

The 45th anniversary of PKI made the atmosphere redder fro 24 hours a day. 
Showing off rallies were taking place all over the town, accessorized with yells, “Destroy 
the devil of the town, destroy the devil of the village...and destroy the capitalist 
bureaucrats... freedom... freedom... freedom!” 

Catastrophe was overwhelming the nation of Proclamation 1945. We used to hold hands 
tight each other at the culminating point of retrieving independence. But, in time, things 
were falling apart because of intrigues of greed of the ideology that political parties 
fought for. 

All the above resulted in people suspecting each others. Among friends, brothers, 
there was grudge because their minds had been occupied by the red of dark clouds. 
Afterward... 

The red clouds that walking red caused bad smell. The smell that nobody could 
tell whose smell it was. 

The political parties and their accomplices were showing off themselves to be the 
most prominent. Such as Indonesia Communist Party (PKI). Indonesia National Party 
(PNI), Nahdatul Ulama (NU) and some other political parties. 

By then, 1963, in the plantation belt, there was initiative to establish civic action 
(Pertahanan Sipil—-Hansip) in order to maintain security. 

Mr. Irsan had indirectly become the Hansip coordinator in Simpang Matapao that 
comprised certain villages, to name them Pematangsetrak, Matapao and Liberia. Once in 
a while, they were coordinated to maintain the order in those three villages and were also 
used for the interests of Tritunggal. 

The confrontation wit Malaysia had always haunted the people, therefore the 
people were always aware and ready when the neighbor country, Paramisora or the Land 
of Hang Tuah would attack. In every house and plantation there were wholes on the 
ground shaped letter “L' obliged to the people as shelter. 

The people had split their minds, farmers, workers and traders weren't themselves 
anymore because of fear, the fear that they didn't recognize. Grudge towards neighboring 
country had arisen, but never had they spit nor mock us. However, we had the heart to 
make figure of Tengku Abdul Rahman from cardboard and stabbed it with Keris 
Majapahit, battered, cursed and then burnt. 

Darn, we, here, were only burning cardboard and hung it while the Malaysian 
themselves hung a member of Operation Command Corps of Indonesian Navy, who 
intentionally came pervasively to Malaysia to sabotage. We were only faking and they 
were for real. 


To improve the awareness of the people, the Operation Berdikari (independent) 
was established as the aftermath of Operation Singgalang. When it was still under 
Operation Singgalang, Hansip officers were always assigned to send confidential report 
to the Operation Center in Residence Kotari and they with some of Puterpra members 
also delivered food supplies. 

When Operation Berdikari was in practice in Spetember 1965, many Hansip 
officers were deployed on seashores. At the same time, the Office of Local Government 
was moved to Afdeling Liberia for temporary. To Supply food for the operation members 
centered in Pantai Cermin, he an his men were assigned to deliver food supplies to 
Batang Terap Perbaungan. Major David himself accepted the supplies. 

Mr. Irsan had a secret assignment from the Commandant of Puterpra, Lieutenant 
Nurlis Lubis: 

“Why don't you investigate and watch the activities of political Parties in this residence.” 
Mr. Nur said, in an afternoon, at a hansip outpost in Simpang Matapao. 

“What is it going on?” asked Mr. Irsan 

“Perhaps, there are some malicious movements that might take place.”said Lieutenant 
Lubis seriously. 

“From what elements?” Mr. Irsan said. 

“Probably PKI, but please keep an eye, too, to ex members of Masyumi. Choose yout 
most trustworthy men.” said Mr Lubis, affirming. 


Then Mr. Irsan chose Nuis, Suman, Surdi, Maman, Poran and Soyan to help him. 
Every day and night they watched their suspected people. 


Revolution Council Radio: 


On Friday morning, October Ist 1965, Operation Berdikari had accomplished. 
That morning, some members of Tritunggal dropped by at Sukimin coffee shop in 
Simpang Matapao. They were having breakfast and drinks altogether. They were joking 
and chatting in order to release stress from having worked for the whole week. 
Suddenly they overheard the seven o'clock news on the radio: 
“It's the Revolution Council radio....” And so on. 
They all were surprised and looked at each other. Mr. Irsan was jerked out of the 
cafe by Lieutenant Nurlis, followed by Camat (the head of the residence). 
“Apparently there had been a coup, that news from the radio.” said Mr. Nurlis. 
“And who had done that?” asked camat. 
“Of course it was PKI,” added Mr. Nurlis. 
“So what should we do then?” Mr. Irsan asked, unsatisfied. 
“We have to be totally aware and increase our surveillance and report it to me as fast as 
you can.” ordered him. 


They were all rushed out from the cafe and Mr. Irsan's men were gathered in Mosgue Al 
Mubarag to receive further instructions. 


“We have to increase our surveillance on PKI's movements,” Mr. Irsan whispered. 
Poran, since he always went to buy vegetables in Pematang Siantar, had to report any 
activities that took place all the way to Pematang Siantar and back. And do did Suman, 
because he always went to Medan to sell his chicken, he was assigned to report 
everything that he saw on his way. And the rest had to spy on everything that was going 
on around the villages in Teluk Mengkudu. 

The atmosphere was getting more intense. They still didn't know what to do 
though their heart were burning because of the news they heard the morning on Friday. 
No wonder that there had been going on some activities of the heads of PKI like Sanu 
and Olli from the fisherman's Union under PKI, according to some information, they had 
just returned from Jakarta. While Suba were returning from cader training in Sipispis. 
Almost every week, members of People Youth and Women Movement led by Rimin 
made a routine tour in the residence. They were trying to show off force, more over after 
the killing of Lieutenant Sudjono in Bandar Betsi Simalungun by the members of 
Sarbupri, Gerwani, BTI and Pemuda Rakyat. 

Sunday had come, the market was crowded like usual. While shopping, people 
were talking about what had just happened in Jakarta on September 30th 1965. 
Newspapers made the atmosphere become more intense. Daily Waspada, Lembaga and 
some other papers were displaying the pictures of General A. Yani, Lieutenant General 
Haryono MT, Lieutenant General Suprapto, Lieutenant General S. Parman, Major 
General Sutoyo Siswomihardjo, Major General D.I. Pandjaitan, and Captain P.A. 
Tendean. 

From the papers, it was obvious that the coup was carried out by “Revolution 
Council”, under the command of Lieutenant Untung (the Commander of Cakrabirawa/ 
the President's escorts). Known as the 30'h September Movement of Indonesian 
Communist Party or Gestapu PKI. 

The leaders of this treachery were D.N. Aidit, the head of Central Committee PKI. 

That morning, the were all gathering at cafe Bang Siun in Simpang Matapao, 
suddenly Tiar was calling Mr. Irsan while his hand was pointing at the paper: 

“These are the generals who all this time were corrupt, they have been murdered by 
PKI.” said Tiar. 

“Is that so?” said Mr. Irsan as if denying the accusation. 

“They were all burden to our people.” said Tiar again with a cynical smile. 

“Ym not sure. We shall see. But in this paper, it was PKI that is betraying us,” said Mr. 
Irsan, leaving him with resentful heart. 


Mr. Irsan's ears were whizzing hearing what Tiar had said. “Who was he actually? 
I thought he was not the member of PKI, however, his house was in the neighborhood of 
BTi in Sungai Buluh. Perhaps he was just provoked by the people surrounding him. 


Simpang Matapao in 1965 


Simpang Matapao in 1994 


Simpang Matapao keeps on restructuring and developing. But is was not spacious. 
Chapter II 
The Eradication of Communist Party September 30 Movement 


The hanging clouds in the sky were gleaming red and the dew that dropped down 
in the October Ist 1965 was like blood that fell from the sky. The rooster that used to crow 
in the morning seemed idle. The birds that sang along he morning were showing their 
feeling of fatigue. 

According to the news, on Friday afternoon around seven pm, the RPKAD sguad 
under the command of Colonel Sarwo Edhi Wibowo made the move to eradicate the 
rebels in Jakarta, And on October 4th 1965, the seven victims of the cruel treachery were 
removed from the 12 meter deep and 1 diameter old well. On the 12 October 1965, the 
anniversary of the armed forces which was usually held in joy and cheer was slanted with 
tears. As the national song Gugur Bunga was sung, the seven generals were taken to their 
funerals, with the scattered flowers, they were buried in the Kalibata, national heroes 
cemetety. 

Radio and papers sent the news of the deceased seven revolutionary heroes due to 
the savageness of the People Youth, Women Movement, and Peasant Movement under 
the command of PKI. This was the cause of people who were Pancasilaists became angry, 
to take revenge for the cruelty. 

All over the place was established the Action Command of Eradication of 
Communist Party. 

So was in Teluk Mengkudu. 


The High Officer that had become the target of abduction by the Treachery of the 
Communist Party on the September 30'h Movement 


The sguad that abducted General Abdul Haris Nasution was commanded by the Pelda 
Djahurub from the regiment Cakrabirawa. The troop consisted of: 

1 sguad Jon Honorary Escort Cakrabirawa 

1 Platoon Jon 530/Cakrabirawa 

1 Platoon Jon 454/Diponegoro 

1 Platoon PGT/AURI (air forces) 

1 Platoon Volunteer of People Youth 


The troop to kidnap general Nasution departed from Lobang Buaya at 03.00 in the 
morning on 1 October 1965 using 3 trucks from AURI and 2 WEBs from Cakrabirawa. 
The troop totaled a hundred soldiers. 


Because of God's help, General Nasution survivied from the treachery of September 30th 
Movement. 


The troop that kidnapped Lieutenant General Ahmad Yani was commanded by Peltu 
Mukjjan from the Infantry Brigade I/ Jaya, divided into: 

1 platoon infantry Brigade I Military Regional Command V/Jaya 

1 Regiment Sguad Cakrabirawa 

1 Platoon Jon 530/Brawijaya 

1 Platoon Jon 545/Diponegoro 

1 Sguad PGT/AURI 

2 volunteers from People Youth 

The one who shot Lieutenant General Ahmad Yani was Second Sergeant Giyadi under the 
command of Second Sergeant Raswad. 

The troop that kidnapped Major General S. Parman was commanded by Sergeant Major 
Satar of Cakrabirawa. This troop consisted of two platoons. 

1 sguad from Jon Cakrabirawa commanded by Sergeant Major Satar 

1 platoon Jon Raiders 530/Brawijaya commanded by Sergeant Major Paat 

The troop that kidnapped General S. Parman departed from Lobang Buaya at 03.15 in the 
morning to Serang Street. 

The vehicles they used were 1 bus with plat number B 889 and 1 public truck with plat 
number b 1840 R. They reached the target at 4 am. 


The troop that kidnapped Major General Harjono was commanded by Head Sergeant 
Bungkus together with 1 platoon of Cakrabirawa regiment, divided into 

1 sguad commanded by First Sergeant Arlan 

1 sguad commanded by Second Sergeant Carman 

1 sguad commanded by Second Sergeant Syahnan 

The troop departed from Lobang Buaya at 3 am using 1 Cakrabirawa truck of which 
driver was Kopda Sukit. 

Major General Harjono was shot dead by the Private One Subakir and Wagirin. 


The troop that kidnapped Brigadier General D.I. Pandjaitan was commanded by Sergeant 
Major Sukarjo from Jon 454/Diponegoro. This troop consisted of 

1 sguad Infantry Brigade Kodam V/Jayakarta 

1 sguad Jon 454/Diponegoro as back up troop to maintain the order of the movement 


The troop that kidnapped Brigadier General D.I. Pandjaitan departed from Lobang Buaya 
at 3 am. They used 1 public truck Tirtajasa, 1 Ikarus bus, and 1 PPD bus. 
The ones who shot Pandjaitan were Second Sergeant Sukarjo and Second Corporal Dikin. 


The troop that kidnapped Brigadier General Sutojo was commanded by Sergeant Major 
Surono with one platoon of Cakrabirawa regiment, divided into 
Sguad 1 commanded by Second Sergeant Sudibiyo 


Sguad 2 commanded by Second Sergeant Ngatijo 
Sguad 3 commanded by Corporal Dasuki 


The troop that kidnapped Brigadier General Sutoyo departed from Lobang Buaya at 3.15 
am using 1 Toyota truck plat number 645 whose driver was Secodn Corporal Ganti. 


The troop that kidnapped Major General Suprapto was one platoon of TON I Honorary 
Escort Cakrabirawa, divided into 

Sguad 1 commanded by Head Sergeant Sulaiman 

Sguad 2 commanded by Second Sergeant Sukiman 

Because Head Sergeant Sulaiman that led the troop had not known the target, he was 
taken by First Lieutenant Dulatief to Basuki Street in the evening of September 30'h using 
Toyota Jeep #205. He was shown the residence of Major General Suprapto. 

The troop departed from Lobang Buaya at 3 am using 1 Toyota truck. 


Two adjutants who were asleep in the pavilion, First Lieutenant P.A. Tendean and Vice 
Police Commisioner Hamdan were awakened due to noises around them. Tendean 
carrying his gun was running to find out what was going on. He did not realize that the 
troop outside the house was enemies. Tendean then was rounded up. They thought he was 
General A.H.Nasution. 

He was dragged into a vehicle and was forced to lie down on the floor. Because 
they thought that they had accomplished their mission, they left the place and returned to 
Lobang Buaya. 


Ade Irma Suryani Died as Shield for Her Father. 

Ade Irma Suryani Nasution, a five years old girl, was carried by her nanny to be saved 
when Secon Corporal Hargiyono shot her on the back. Three bullets went into her back, 
while her nanny was shot two times in her arm. 


Their alertness had been giving many advantages for all this time. Starting from October 
1 to 6 1965, they had found out many activities of the PKI movement and they also had 
reported them to Commandant Puterpra. 

On 7 October 1965, as Mr. Irsan returned from Sungai Rampah, he went to 
Arpoh's place in Pekan Minggu. Mr. Irsan was stopped by Arpoh and Marik, they asked 
Mr. Irsan to come after lunch to talk about something in the afternoon. 

They gathered at Arpoh's cafe. There were already Marik(P3I), Kadar (Pemuda 
Pancasila), Naman (GPM), Arpoh (GP Ansor), Imin, Ruli, Wagi, Simin, Soyan, Suman, 
Surdi, dan Nuh. 


“What are going to discuss?” said Mr. Irsan trying to start the conversation. 
“We all have reached an agreement to establish the Action Command of the Eradication 
of PKI,” said Marik. 


“We need to ask you to be the head of the command,” Arpoh continued, showing him an 
attendance list. 

“Have you thought about it carefully and has this become collective agreement?” Mr. 
Irsan asked for affirmation from them. 

“We have. You're the one who leads us,” said Arpoh. 

“Alright, then, let's make ajob description,” said Mr. Irsan. 


1. Chairman : Irsan 

2. Vice Chairman : Irsin 

3. Head of Mass Mobilization : Marik 

4. Head of Smearing : Rada/Saim 

5. Head of Logistic : Soyan 

6. Head of Surveillance/Strategy : Arpoh 

7. Officer Outside Area : Poran/Suman/Surdi/Naman 


That afternoon, Mr. Irsan and Arpoh went to see the head of the residence, Marsian, at his 
office. 

“Well done! Proceed that well and no one harmed,” he advised. 

After that, they went to see Commandant Puterpra at his house in Pokok Cemara Liberia. 
“Every CC PKI must be rounded up, also their documents and then send them to my 
office, he said firmly. 


Then, they met Precinct Commandant Nujar Nasution to get his blessing: 
“It's all up to you,” he said briefly. 


Having reported to Tritunggal, they now had everything to start the eradication. 


As they reached Pekan Minggu, hundreds of youth were waiting: 
“Gentleman, now shall we go the houses of PKI,” shouted Mr. Irsan. 
“Crush PKI ...crush PKI and its accomplices,” cried them together. 


“Listen, these are the rules that you must obey, if not, you will be sanctioned: 
1. The command is at my hand, so you cannot act by your own will. 
2. Itis wrong to take advantage that is to take the possessions of the people that we 
are going to round up but documents. 
3. Itis wrong to harass their families, children, daughters and wives, unless they are 
involved. 
Those who are involved should be taken to be handed over. 


They went to Pondok Matapao, to Tarsi's house, Salpun's, Kusta's, and Ramu's. 
Almost everyday the made a move. In Simpang Matapao, at L. Agai's house, 

apparently some belongings were already taken to Tusiah's house. Her her cloth basket 

for selling was burnt and her sewing machine was destroyed. In the following day, they 


went to Sidodadi to round up a member of BTI, the house that was often used as a 
congregation place was also burnt, and BTI's collective rice field was confiscated. The 
same thing happened in Lubuk Cengal. There once a village boy, named Bunyamin, tried 
to steal some cloth from L. Agai's house, he was then captured and battered till he could 
not stand. 

Ngadimin, a seller of used cans at Pekan Minggu, was never safe from 
disturbance. His house was always used as a meeting place for PKI members. Denan, 
Susuba, Jono and Sudar (both of them were policemen) were often spotted at that place. 
After they were rounded up, Ngadimin then moved to Sukadame. 

Denan was often advised not to hang out so close with PKI members. But he was 
s0 stubborn, acting as police informer and reporter. 

He took the conseguences now because of his arrogance. He was arrested and his 
hair was cut off, afterward his head was battered and stepped on repeatedly by Paung. 
Luckily he was taken immediately to the police precinct in Firdaus. 

What happened to Rusta whose real name was Usdi was a different thing. When 
he was leaving for Matapao for eradication, he could not see Kusta, the brother of Usdi. 
According to information, he ran to Parit Mesin, Residence Sungai Rampah. He then 
ordered Wagi and Ruli to ask Kusta's concealment. But Usdi refused to give clear 
information. He was then battered. Blood flowed from his nose and mouth. When he was 
nearly died, he then gave the information where Kusta ran. He said Kusta ran to Parit 
Mesin by using his Sarbumusi's member card. By that time, the head of Sarbumusi was 
Suddin and Usdi was the secretary. 

There arose a guestion how could Kusta use a member card? Was it Usdi who 
gave him the card or the chairman himself knew about it? 

Whether it was coincident or not that they gave the card to Kusta, such could be 
considered as conspiracy and must be sanctioned. Arpoh as the leader of GP Anshor was 
asked for opinion so that the unity of the Action Command would remain strong. He said 
that it would be enough just to round up Kusta, while Usdi and Suddin were only to be 
supervised. On an afternoon, Wagi and his friends went to Parit Mesin to round up Kusta. 

Such condition would enable people to take revenge immediately to their enemy, 
although they probably were not even involved in PKI. When somebody was framed, it 
could be used as a means to legalize revenge. Mr. Irsan once experienced that. 

The conflict between Pakpak Gurning and M. Sitorus in Tapanuli almost reached 
its peak in Simpang Matapao. 

Pakpak Gurning repeatedly provoked Mr. Irsan to end M. Sitorus's life because he 
was said to be involved with PKI. Mr. Irsan was not provoked at all because there was no 
evidence of his involvement. Gurning was not satisfied that he provoked Marik that Mr. 
Irsan had received money from Sitorus in amount of Rp. 500,000. Arpoh reguested the 
truth about the issue. 

“That is a lie you have to be responsible for the accusation. There should be held a 
meeting attented by Tritunggal, all of us, Pakpak Gurning and M. Sitorus,” advises Mr. 
Irsan to Arpoh and his members. 


The moon was not shining at that night. They all gathered at Madrasah 
Alwasliyah. Pakpak Gurning and M. Sitorus were summoned to attend the meeting. 
Suddenly, there came atruvk of Police Brigade from Tebing Tinggi surrounding them. 
Luckily the Tritunggal had already arrived and immediately gave explanation about the 
meeting. But they remained staying there, watching them. 

Eventually, the core of the problem was revealed. Pakpak admitted that he was the 
one who told Marik that Mr. Irsan had received money from Sitorus. He apologized for 
his recklessness. They were told to make peace immediately in front of Tritunggal. 

The Mobile Brigade was called on purpose by Gurning's daughter, Galak, after 
she found out that her father was taken by the action command. She asked her brother in 
law, Sinaga, who was member of Mobile Brigade to watch over him. 


Revolution flowed like flood, it banished everything that came in the way. During 
the physical revolution in 1945 we refused to be dominated by the Dutch, we chose to be 
free, “to live or die, blood paid with blood.” 

But now, the mass had risen because they wanted to take revenge of the betrayal 
of PKI that had torn apart Pancasila. 

- With mallet, you destroyed its head 
- With sickle, you torn its soul 

- You sheltered under its wings 

- You were two faced 

- Heaven and hell faces 

- God has more power 

- You shall be burnt 

-  Burnt in hell 

- Your atheism would be no use 

- Pancasila will remain victory 


They were still marching onward. And so the other action commands, such as: 


- Action Command Mass NU/Anshor : Asbas 
- Action Command Mass PNI/GPM : Jasim 
- Action Command Mass Parkindo : Marpur 


- Action Command Mass Pemuda Pancasila : Bakrin 


Action Command in Sungai Buluh 


- Action Command Mass PNI/GPM : Jungan 
- Action Command Mass Pemuda Pancasila : Barum 
- Action Command Mass NU/Anshor : Maleh 


There had been many things that they experienced, especially their strong 
surveillance in the entrance to residence Teluk Mengkudu. They were troops deployed in 
that area, Keramat Kuda and Simpang Sidodadi for the direction from Medan and 


Railway Station for the direction from Tebing Tinggi. The command center was in 
Simpang Matapao. 

That night was guite gloomy and it rained. They were roasting cassava in Parno's 
cafe. He disliked PKI because he used to be member of Masyumi and DI/TII that was 
involved in the railway destruction in 1957 in Sungai Buluh. If talking about PKI, he 
always became very excited. He didn't want to be left behind even though he was no 
longer young and fit. Perhaps, he was bearing a grudge because PKI had made the 
government dissolve Masyumi. All of the sudden, a member gave information that there 
was someone sneaking in Keramat Kuda. Afterward, they surrounded the area until close 
to the graveyard. They found the man hiding in the well which was no longer in use 
behind Keramat. 

“What's your name?” Mr. Irsan shouted repeatedly. 

He wouldn't answer, but his hand was pointing at Sidodadi. 

Afterward, kicks, slaps, and were landed on his body. All members were partying 
that night, battering the victim. Then, he started to talk, he said that there was still some 
other of his friends. 

That night, they guarded Sidodadi Liberia to Sidodadi Pematang Serak. They 
followed the clue that the man gave, but they found nothing. As they started to feel upset, 
they altogether hung the man in Simpang Matapao, he was then became the sightseeing 
for motorists that passed through the street. As the day came, the dead man was handed 
over to Tritunggal. 

There was also a guy who was soaked in the river for hours until he would give 
the information they needed. But he kept silent. They eventually found out that he was a 
mad man from Bedagai. 

They never missed anything. Probably, if there were a needle crossing over 
Simpang Matapao even at two in the morning, they would know. Therefore, people 
teased Mr. Irsan and called him the King of the Dew, because they were always on guard 
every night. 

It was not very clear why there was always something that took their attention. 
Could it possibly be that they wanted to destroy PKI so much until its root? 

There once suspected a vendor of herbs and potion who took her bottles of potion 
on her back using basket. That time, there were many people that all of the sudden 
showed up without notice. There are many men and women who sold herbs and potion, 
and many more. 

“Ym just selling jamu, “she said. 

“If so why do you always watch us every time you pass us,” asked Naman and 
Soyan. 

“I was just passing, though,” answered her guickly. 

“Excuse us, we have to search you.” Marik then insisted. 

“Please, don't!” she replied. 

“It's me who's going to search you,” Mr. Irsin said while Simin was calling on 
Mrs. Dayana to search her incase that she hid something suspicious or even weapon. 

As they could not find anything, Irsin told them to check her basket. 


“Open the basket,” ordered Irsin 

“Please, don't sir!” she begged. 

They suspected her more because of that. Why would she mind? 

Apparently, she hid a pistol in her basket. She was a spy agent, second rank 
Lieutenant. 

It was different thing when they caught three girls that were walking on the 
railway. They came from the direction of Perbaungan. Afterward, the three of them were 
taken to Dayana's house to be searched: 

“Why did you run and hide behind the tree under the bridge,” shouted Naman. 

“We were afraid, sir,” she said, crying. 

“Where were you from, and where to?” he continued 

“From Perbaungan to Rampah, sir,” 

“Why did you walk on the railway?” shouted Wagi. 

Instead of answering, the showed arrogance in their faces. The girls were raising 
their hands trying to slap Wagi, but Wagi did it first. His hand landed on their faces, not 
knowing it was coming. 

“Search them!” Mr. Irsan ordered furiously. 

Because Mrs. Dayana was being on duty, nurse Nursiah from Liberia was taking 
that task. 

What would be so disgusting? 

According to the nurse, none of them were wearing underwear. 

“Masya Allah,” said them together. 

Hatred, anger, and funny feeling were blending in their mind. 

“You, whore,” Marik shouted, upset. 

They being suspicious to every one that they didn't know eventually gave 
advantages. A jamu vendor was once complaining to Puterpra that the Action Command 
in Simpang Matapao was very tight and strict. There were also some people said that 
Matapao was unnerving. 

Because they were determined that they should demolish PKI and its accomplice 
down to the roots. 

PKI was atheist and anti religion, they did not deserve to live in Indonesia which 
has Pancasila as its ideology. 

There was a guotation from a book (I could not recall who wrote it) that sounded 
like this: 

“One of the most important tasks of a cultural revolution on mass is the obligation 

to offense systematically and firmly. Religion opiates the people. 

Therefore the congregation of the disbelievers of god together with all branches in 

the whole Soviet Union must launch the anti religion activities thorough and 

militant. 

All matters that are closely related to religion shall be kept away from the 

people.” 

(The Constitution of USSR article 124) 


From the guotation above, it was clear to us that they were against religions. 

This kind of ideology was held tight by certain people in our nation like: 

Semaun, Alimin, Musso, Darsono, Amir Syarifudin, DN Aidit, Pono, 
Kamaruzzaman, etc. 

In Sumatra, there had been well known Nathar Zainudin, international caliber 
communist, Karim M.S., Sarwono, Zainal Baharudin, Husin Almujahit, etc. 

The journey of their lives was just like of snail. 

The mother of the snail was stepped and thrown away, nobody cared. But one day, 
the eggs would hatch and there would be many other new snails living, hundreds of them. 

Let us read the history of Indonesia, in 1926, there happened the rebellion led by 
Musso. And afterward, there was rebellion led by Amir Syarifudin, and then there was 
rebellion led by DN Aidit and Untung. 

Indonesia should not lose its power again. That is why we have to fully 
comprehend and apply Pancasila. 

As follow up to the arrests of the PKI, BTI, Gerwani, Sarbupri and their 
accomplices, the Tritunggal established an investigation team or residential level. Those 
who were cadres or central committee of PKI were sent to Kodim, imprisoned in Gudang 
Hitam PJKA. Those who were members of Sarbupri were sent to prison in Tanjung 
Kasau. The rest were locked in a theatre in Sialang Buah. 

Regarding the blood that scattered on the floor of the seven generals and the blood 
that dropped under the rubber treein Lobang Buaya, in the morning of October 1st, could 
we forgive them? 

Not only they who dared playing with blood: 

“Iron seeds (bullets) 

Filled into the rifle 

Reddening face 

Reddening handkerchief 

Running breath 

It came again 

Fingers into fist 

Taking revenge 

Satisfied 

Paid back 


Chapter III 
Blood Paid with Blood 


Napoleon Bonaparte said: 
“Should the sky tumble down, we would chase away the sky with our sword.” 


The collective agreement had been taken. Machetes had been sharpened and 
sheathed. The command was firm and clear. The angel of death was there, willing and 
proud. 


In the shade of the Saturday afternoon, Mr. Irsan, Arpoh, and Irsin were gathering 
in Puterpra Commandant's house, waiting for their daily guota for the opening: 

“Just five of them, take them from their cage in Sialang Buah. The car, you find 
out yourself,” they were ordered. 

From the Hadith (Islamic traditions) told by Muslim, it says: 

“Should someone killed among his brethren, stay away of seeing his face.” 


The preparation for the place for execution was handled by Suman, Surdi, and 
Naman. 

“The place is set, brother, in Batang Kepayang,” said them. 

That day, they immediately borrowed car from Bun Coa in Sialangbuah. Thirteen 
of Mr. Irsan's men were prepared to participate in the execution. 

The night wind breezed slowly. The moon was sneaking behind the clouds as if a 
thief who was afraid of getting caught. The air became rather cool as if not feeling any 
spirits were burning. The bodies were sweating heavily, their faces are getting red. 

Mr. Dormin was the driver that they asked to take them to the execution site. It 
was Saturday evening, January 22”4 1966 at 11 pm. The car drove fast to Sialangbuah to 
get the guota. However, they feared of nothing. Next to a bridge in Pasar Baru, their 
guota was taken off the car so their hands would easily be tied up on the back. Afterward, 
they were taken to the place of execution which had been determined by the local 
officers. 

Mr. Dormin was the driver 007, James Bond, he passed through the potholed road 
rapidly, near the bridge at the entrance to Lubuk Cengal passing Keramat Muda, the car 
was almost went into the ditch because of the broken palm tree bridge. But the car was as 
if flying got through the bridge. They all thank god. 

Did the driver wanted to get there as fas as he could or was he scared to death? 
Perhaps, it came across his mind when the Japanese beheaded the allied forces, like in the 
2nd World War movie so that he could not see the bridge in front of him. 

One thing for sure was that he was no longer strong, his blood was weak because 
he was getting older and older. Only his spirit that remained. 

They were walking for a hundred meters, they passed through the bushes and 
leaves of palm trees. Under the gleam of flashlight they arrived at an old well. 

One by one, the five goats were beheaded by Karlub, Uyung, and Simin. 


Hadith Muslim says that: 
“He who has given hard toil to elevate the teachings of God is on His path.” 


They were buried in the old well under durian tree. Every broad daylight monkeys 
were jumping over the trees there, from one branch to another. Once in a while, they 
looked down the well, but they could not see anything. 

When the night came, the crescent was shining dimly, a night dog was howling to 
the sky. No idea what he saw, he howled louder and louder. 

There were a white shadows passing through the dog. Five of them 


Because they didn't die normally, perhaps, that was why dead people turned out to 
be ghost. We could not see them, but they probably could see what was going on in this 
realm. 

So the five of them once in a while stepped out of their concealment and flying , 
wandering, seeing what would happen to their friends. 


The Story from the Old Well 
.....SO THE FIVE OF THEM STARTED TO TALK 


“We were very foolish. How could we were induced to join PKI? If we hadn't been 
foolish, we would not have become like this,” uttered Sipay in front of his friends who 
were swinging on mango and jengkol tree near the river bank at Batang Kepayang. 


“TI regret it as well. How come I was readily persuaded by Kari to be a member of 
SARBUPRI, while actually I was a teacher.” Lubga uttered. 


“But, that time, you had managed to run to Toba.” Kimin replied and glanced at him. 


“Right, but Elkanik, the principal, fetched me and said that he was threatened by the 
Action Command that he would have been the replacement if I hadn't come back. I felt 
sorry for him, so I went back together with him and reported to precinct in Firdaus.” He 
continued his words, crying. 


“I had my bad luck, too. Because Curuat was so freguent having conversation at my 
house with Mak Hani while having coffee that I got carried away. And he promised me a 
good position at Kantor Camat.” Kimin replied. 


“Not with us, we are the cadres of PKI. Our body and soul can no longer be changed. 
Once a PKI, always a PKI”, Rege and Kusta opened their eyes wide because they were 
upset of their friends” whines. 


“We must not fight, we're just being bad luck. More over, we are cowardly.” Kimin again 
replied. 


“But you spoke like a whiner then, you imbecile!” Kusta shouted at him, wincing. 


“How could I not whine? After we were rounded up, they let us down at Pasar Baru. 
Then, our hands were tied up, and afterward, they took us up again into the truck. If we 
had fought them and run away before we were tied, they would have been panic because 
it was dark.... 

So, start from now, we agree that we're going to scramble the Action Command to help 
our brothers.” 


“...FREEDOM.....FREEDOM....FREEDOM!” 


IT WAS FRIDAY NIGHT, JANUARY 28, 1966..... 


The moon was overshadowing the cloudy sky. It had been a week earlier then 
you, brothers, that we passed away. The five of us always visited your barracks, in 
Sialang Buah, Gudang Hitam PJKA, and Tanjung Kasau. 

We were there on your unlucky night, Turib, Marli, Riswan, Wipat, Syahim, 
Maket, Siwas, Amdi, Mursaik and Endikma. We saw you taken into BJM truck of the 
Action Command led by Mr. Irsan, escorted by Jumadi, Sinulingga, Samosir and 
Bahrum. Mr. Irsan also asked some persons from Pemuda Pancasila, Doglo, Amir, Husin 
and some other young people to come along, but none of them was brave enough to 
come. 

Bahrum whispered to Marli of what was going to happen that night. 

We were there by the time you left, but you couldn't see us. Lubga sat next to the 
driver, Rege sat on Marli's lap: they came from the same village, Pasar Baru, while Sipay 
stood next to Turib. And Kusta was stroking Sinulingga's bren weapon. 

Right at Pasar Baru, Rege was encouraging Martli's spirit to rebel. “Stop! I'd like 
to take my cloth first here.” Marli was shouting for several times while trying to stand. 
Mr. Irsan then moved from the back to the front side, and then told the two of you to sit 
face to face. But Marli then was screaming asking for help, followed by the others, all 
were standing. We then saw machetes and knives were drawn from their sheaths. You 
were all foolish, none of you tried to take away their weapons while they were panic. We 
were kicking you down so that you could run. I saw Mr. Irsan walk to Turib and swung 
his razor like-sharp machete to cleave Turib's back, but Turib was invulnerable. He 
swung it again, at the same time Soyan was kicking Turib on his bottom. The machete 
cleaved Soyan's thigh, he screamed:...”My leg, my leg,...help!” 

We laughed, satisfied that we succeeded. I pushed Mr. Irsan to the floor, he almost 
became the target of Samosir's machine gun which was firing. If he had gotten hit, he 
would have died. Syahim and Mursaik, a father and son, were Iying inside the car, while 
Riswan, Edikman, and Siwas were under the car, not moving. Meanwhile Marli, Turib, 
Wipat, Maket and Amdi managed to escape. Thank God.... 

Mr. Irsan asked for help from the head of the village of Pasar Baru, Mr. Juman to 
order his men to find the fugitives together with Jumadi, Samosir and Sinulingga. 

Mr. Irsan was such a persistent person. I was wondering. He order the driver to 
start the engine and go to Panggabean's house, he was a doctor of the village in Matapao. 
Mr. Irsan had him cure Soyan's leg so that he could survive. 

At Simpang Matapao, we saw some members of the action command were no 
longer escorting you all. Apparently, after what had happened they became afraid, 
nervous and losing their confidence. 


The car truck was moving rather slow. Moreover, Soyan was whining about his 
leg and some other persons who were wounded too were whining. The night was so 
overwhelming..... 

I told Rege and Kusta to tear apart the front right tire. I got Lubga to tease the driver's 
mind. Sipay and I left earlier, flying to Titi Pasar Empat Tanjung Buluh to block the 
troop. 

We had been giving our hardest toil to defend you all and take revenge. Just be 
patient, brothers! 

We started to move again. Starting from the turn at Sei Buluh graveyard, Rege 
and Kusta made some screws of the front right tire loose. Sipay and I were dancing to 
make a kind of shadow in the middle of the bridge to scare the driver. And behold of what 
happened! 

“Hurray...hurray...hurray...die you all.” The five of us were so excited. 

The tire flew to the other side of the river while the car itself was stranded in the 
middle of the bridge: could not move even a little bit. For you to know, it was what we 
had done. 

They became panic because the car would clog the other cars that might pass 
through the bridge. We saw Mr. Irsan think very hard. He ordered Irsin and Bahrum to 
find apick up truck in Perbaungan. Because Soyan had to be saved, Mr. Irsan showed his 
firmness, he ordered Simin and the rest to push the car, and he forced the driver to start 
the engine and drive. The driver refused at once but because Mr. Irsan put his machete on 
his neck, he drove the car very slowly and then pulled over. Simin, Nuh and Wagi were 
ordered to stop any car that passed the bridge to take Soyan to hospital in Perbaungan. 
There had been some cars that passed but none of them stopped, perhaps because they 
were afraid. Mr. Irsan was getting more upset because the night was getting late and he 
was afraid that the villagers might find out what they were doing. 

After a while, a jeep that was carrying the ADMINISTRATOR. of the Bahjambi 
Plantation company passed the bridge. We saw that the passenger wouldn't give them a 
lift. I saw Mr. Irsan's face became very red, his eyes were set on the administrator. “You 
want to die or stay alive? Give us a lift!” Mr. Irsan was shouting while putting his sword 
to the administrator's throat. Maybe he had made the administrator pee on his pants. 
Whether he gave it or not, Mr.Irsan ordered Simin and NUH to use the car and take 
Soyan to Perbaungan. The jeep went straight away after Mr. Irsan gave order 
“Just kill him if he's messing up on the way.” Moreover actually the administrator is on 
his way to Polonia to go to Jakarta. 

“Soyan, be patient, you will get the treatment in the hospital in Perbaungan.” 
whispered Simin. 

Before long, the pick up that they borrowed came, it was the car from Batang 
Terap. 

We saw Arpoh who seemed very busy taking you all to the other car....We were 
so disappointed. They villagers would have seen what they were doing if they had not 
managed to get everything done before broad daylight. They would have become panic. 


Lubga and I kept on following while the others went home to Matapao as I told them to 
see other brothers who were still left behind. 

Mr. Irsan was upset because Edikman was still alive while the others didn't make 
any move any longer as I poked them. 

At the sudden, Mr. Irsan got Arpoh to find an iron pipe and tire...it was so scary. 
He put the tire on Edikman's head while the pipe was crossed over his neck. As the truck 
move, Irsin stepped on one end and Arpoh on the other end. Edikman could mumble and 
stare at tall boy Buyung, he said: 

“I thought you were a friend, in fact you're enemy” 

Whatever their relation was, nobody knew. Both of them graduated from Darul 
Aman. Edikman lived in a boarding house in Medan because he went to University and 
became the member of CGMI/PKI. 

As the two men were stepping on both ends, Edikman's tongue stuck out and his 
eyes were wide open. Terrible. 

Before long, the Mr. Irsan and his group arrived Puterpra office in Perbaungan. 
Mr. Irsan then gave the report. 

....well, well, well...there are some sacks that make moves. Perhaps inside the sacks are 
our brothers from some other place. 

I was so stupid, so was Lubga. I didn't know what I was thinking. In the truck, on the 
way to Sungai Ular, I began to feel desperate because they were so naughty. Mr. Irsan 
then ordered to stop the car in the middle of he bridge...one by one all of you were 
thrown away. 

....farewell brothers. Drift away downstream. Send our best regards to our s who have the 
same fate, and who have earlier stayed in the relaxing river... 

Had the five of us failed? 

I don't know.... 

As spirits, invisible to common eyes, we could travel everywhere we liked. In the 
daylight we played in our palace. We played with monkeys, birds, sguirrels on trees. In 
the afternoon, we watched children herd their flocks around our palace, pulling the rope 
that tied us that came outward so that we could fly away surrounding the universe. 
Sometimes, the dog that was sleeping was startled when we passed through and then 
howled in the middle of the night. The owls flapped their wings to scare little children. 

As we got back from Sungai Ular, we saw some members of the action command 
lay down sleeping on the floor porch of people's houses, and some other lay down on 
praying mat in some mosgues. 

Apparently, they'd had it, some were so broken spirited that they were vomiting. 
They had had it. The commandant of Puterpra were furious at them. Rege told a story of 
how mad the commandant was that night.... 

As Mr. Irsan got gown the car, the commandant started to shout at him angrily: 
“You were not careful. You didn't calculate well. What if Kodim found out? Who would 
be responsible? How many people were taken to Perbaungan? Those who ran you must 
find until you get them. Before dawn, everything should be done,” he shouted with arms 
akimbo. 


I saw Mr. Irsan stood still. Perhaps he eventually realized the mistake that he had 
made. They didn't have any idea why they were so reckless that night. It was Friday 
night, and the car that they took was just used to take someone who hanged himself in 
Bogak Sari to the hospital in Tebing Tinggi. Probably, such premonitions were considered 
superstition by them. They hadn't believed them so that they had bad luck at the end. 

The crescent was moving westward. At the house of Buyung Botak, several 
members of Action Command were chatting while having hot tea. Suddenly, Kusta saw 
someone from Pasar Baru reported that Turib was rounded up by a security guard in a 
pond. Turib was no longer able to stand up. Rege tried to help but he couldn't. So he had 
to turn himself in. 

“Tell the head of the village, Juman, to take him right here soon.” Mr. Irsan ordered 
Naman and Wagi. 

They apparently couldn't take out Turib immediately because he was 
invulnerable. Then I saw Sari, Marik, Saman and other members have Turib kept at the 
train station whose guard was Sep Suparno. 

They were so heartless. Turib was tied up with wire and chained above a lorry. 
The door of the warehouse was locked with a very big lock so that he could not escape. 

Before long, there came a report that Wipat has been murdered and his guts stuck 
out under palm oil tree at Warung Atom. They croaked, they were confused. 

Morning eventually came. I saw Mr. Irsan was Iying down on Syari's chair, he 
was of course very tired. When he was about to fall asleep, a police officer, Jumadi, came 
and gave a report that Marli was at his parents” house with his guts stuck out. 

Mr. Irsan was startled then stood erect and stared at Jumadi. And then he sat again 
helplessly. He was thinking how mad Marli's family was of what happened to him. 

As he was so persistent, he called on Marik. 

“Marik, get the jeep from assistant Simatupang, now!” he ordered while choosing with 
whom he should go. Ten minutes afterward, the jeep came, the driver was 
Muhammadnuh. The five of them went away. 

The foggy dawn made the moonshine blurred. They had trouble passing through 
the lines of palm oil and mango trees at Pasar Lama. The jeep was parked near the bushes 
and banana trees. I saw the pale face of Mr. Irsan and the cold sweat overwhelmed his 
body. He then ordered Jumadi and Marik to enter the house, but none of them had the 
courage. I saw Rege and Kusta walking around passing through the walls of the house. I 
called both them and told them to tell Marli not to go with them and shout as hard as he 
could so that his relatives near his house would come to give help. 

“Jumadi, cover my back. If there are anything suspicious just shoot them.” ordered Mr. 
Irsan firmly. Not long, Mr. Irsan was already at the door. 

“Let s take Marli to the hospital so that he would get a medical treatment!” Mr. Irsan 
persuaded the martial art silat master, Mail. 

“That's lie father... a lie, he just wants to kill me, father!” Marli shouted repeatedly. 
Because of shouting his guts that stuck out become more obvious. Rege and Kusta tried 
to out them back into his stomach. It was so terrible. I saw that Mr. Irsan's lips were 
moving. Perhaps he was reciting the verses of the holy Koran or his lips were shivering. 
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Mr. Irsan was getting more nervous. “Believe me, sir! You can fetch him 
tomorrow morning at the hospital in Tebing.” Irsan replied. 

“That's a lie, father. Don't let him take me, he's going to kill me!” Marli was shouting, 
waving his hand. Everyone in the house was shouting, moreover his wife and two little 
children. 

The atmosphere in the house was getting more intense. Blood and tear were 
covering the blanket used to cover the wound. 

Suddenly, along came Juman with some security guards. Never wanted to loose 
this chance, Mr. Irsan ordered, “Mr. Juman, take him into the car!” 

The head of the village, Juman, could not resist when he saw a sword from Mr. Irsan's 
jacket. 

Meanwhile the members of the family were crying, Marli was taken into the jeep, 
carried by Nuh, Marik and Puti. 

“Mother, don't leave me alone. I'm going to be killed” Marli cried. 

“Don't be afraid, Mam. We are taking to have him treated.” Nuh persuaded. 

“Give me then a long cloth as a thing to remember, mother!” asked Marli as he 
kissed her hand. 

While crying, his wife covered the blanket on Marli. 

“Go!” Mr. Irsan ordered the driver. 

They passed through the silence of the night in that village. And the three of us 
took ride on the hood of the jeep, thinking that it would flip over. But they were just 
lucky, it didn't happen. 

“Where are going to, Sir?” the driver asked as they arrived at Simpang Matapao. 

Mr. Irsan seemed confused and the other just sat still making no sound. The 
morning came. They were afraid if they had had to go Sungai Ular they would have 
gotten there very late because it was atoo far. 

“Turn left, to Rampah!” ordered Mr. Irsan. 

I told Rege to make a mess at the bridge in Rampah, while Kusta was waiting in 
Simpang Bedagai. Siay, Lubga and me were waiting at Sungai Pekong. 

As the jeep arrived at the bridge in Rampah, there were security guards sitting 
near the bridge. And there were also some guards palying domino as they arrived at 
Simpang Bedagai. They then headed on to Tebing. We were watching them all from the 
roof of a Chinese Pekong. The jeep was detoured to Kampung Pon because a tanker 
passed he road from Tebing. After the tanker passed, they then pulled over at the river 
bank. Bad thing was about to happen. Nuh smacked and pulled Marli down in to the river 
bank, even though they were at the same school Madrasah Alwasliyah in Simpang 
Matapao. 

“Kill him!” Mr. Irsan gave order firmly. 

So, the sword was used, and the sacred weapon Keris was used by Puti to stab 
Marli.....was he dead? 

Even though Marli's body was battered very badly and torn apart, his guts stuck 
out of his stomach, but he could still open his eyes. 

This friend of ours was so awesome.... 


They threw Marli to the river. The water that was so clear and cool suddenly 
turned out to be very hot and red. Frogs, cricket and other animals were hiding of fear 
hearing Marli's scream.” 

“Help, ....Help! He shouted, trying to reach grass that stuck out at the river bank. 

Marik then swung his sword again to marli's shoulder that it almost became 
separated from his body, but he kept on screaming. 

“Let's go. He will die.” Mr. Iran said, getting on to the jeep. 

Rege, Kusta, Lubga and me with other spirits of the Pekong were very sad seeing 
what had happened. We keep on seeing... 

Had they felt satisfied yet? Oh, of course not. It was only the beginning. Around 8 
oclock, Musa forwarded a message from Buyung Bulian and Hermto, the heads of 
Action Command in Rampah. The message was to secure Marli from the river at Pekong, 
because he had been a free sightseeing for people that passed the bridge, busses, and 
carts. They were presented with a free live movie. 

Authorized with the letter from Mr. Irsan, the action command lifted Marli from 
the river and took him to Afdeling Pelintahan to be secured. They had enough, how ever 
bad they had battered Marli and cleaved him, he could still survive. They were running 
out of ideas to finish Marli, until eventually they cut off his testicle. 

People at Simpang Matapao were talking about what had happened that night. 
The five of us were just listening to them, sitting on the triangle box. 

Suddenly, Sep Suparno wearing his red cap ran slowly to see Syari. He reported 
that Turib was no longer tied up and lay down on the floor. The headguarters of the action 
command was again in tumult, they were wondering. Who could have untied him? Or, 
perhaps, was it because he was invulnerable? To keep him from running, the key to the 
warehouse was kept by Syari. 

While they were being confused, the news came Pasar Baru. It said that Tiwap 
had been buried by the local a hundred meters from Warung Atom... then I saw them 
relieved. But it was not for long. 

The heat of sun made them feel tired and took cover under the shade of the 
mosgue roof, Iying down. They were about to close their eyes when Dubin came and 
reported that two military personnel wanted to check Turib. They apparently came from 
Battalion Brawijaya 530, that participated in the struggle against Communist Party 
September 30'h Movement, 1965 in Jakarta. The forces were intentionally set to several 
groups and sent to each province to obliterate the power PKI. 

Mr. Irsan was wondering who told them about Turib and how could they know 
that they kept a prisoner in the warehouse. It was the guard that phoned them and told 
them about the prisoner. 

The five of us were standing on the railway trying to find out what would happen. 

“Open the door.” the army orderes firmly. 

We saw Turib stand leaning on the wall crossing his hands. 

“So, you're invulnerable?” shouted the army throwing his knife several times, but 
none wounded Turib. 


He was so good. If I had had the same power as he did, we would not have met 
here. They asked to let Turib go. But Mr. Irsan and Syari wouldn't let him go. They 
suggested that they ask for permission from the commandant of Puterpra. Then Dubin 
took him to apine tree. Apparently they failed killing Turib. 

As they got back from the station, they shouted “Don't you just kill PKI, 
recklessly!” while leaving to Rambutan. 

Turib was then he was tied up again, the key was kept by Syari. They felt relieved 
now. They shared laughter while having coffee at Parno's shop. 

“How can we take care of his invulnerability so that we can take him out easily 
tonight?” said Mr. Irsan. The others were just goggling, scared that they would be visited 
by the army personnel again. 

The red of the twilight at last came. Syari was dealing with Turib. He gave him 
food and told him to defecate. His hands were no longer tied. Syari took Tuirb for a chat 
until mughrib came. It was his strategy to annihilate Turib's power. 

“Tonight, you take out Turib. His power has gone” said Syari. 

“Ah, don't kid me!” Mr. Irsan could didn't believe him. 

“It's done. P'Il come with you tonight.” Syari replied drinking his coffee. 


On Saturday night January 29, 1966, the jeep of Vasmand, the technician of 
Matapao factory, carried Mr. Irsan, Syari, Marik, Irsin, Sayli and Turib. Blok was the 
place. We saw many flashlights over there under the palm trees that indicated many 
people were watching the execution. 

Apparently not only the five of us who were about to enter the old well, Turib was 
also following us. We had whispered to him to jump and run as he the car passed tha 
railway... 

“You're almost at your house nearby Pasar VI, Tur!” But he didn't have the nerve 
and was no longer powerful. He was then dragged by Mr. Irsan to a palm tree. 

“Say it!” Mr. Irsan repeatedly asked Turib to say the Shahada. But Turib didn't 
make any sound. Mr. Irsan then slapped him on his cheek. He sat helpless. Mr. Irsan 
pulled him up to stand on his feet. I saw him peeing on his pants. 

“Ican't say it, sir.” replied Turib repeatedly. Turib was immediately kicked on his 
stomach. 

“If you have killed, bury me in Warung Tubruk.” begged Turib. 

Mr. Irsan was loosing his patience. He pulled Turib into a small whole on the 
ground. When he was trying to adjust Turib's head into the right position, Mawi 
immediately swung his sword and beheaded Turib. The head and he body became 
separated. I myself couldn't believe it that Mawi licked the blood that remained on his 
sword. Sayli stood confusedly. He then said, “It was supposed to be my turn.” 

We were made as experiment objects, or the target of practice to test whether their 
swords were sharp or dull. 

Well, I don't know, brother. 


The rats that ate fruits were coming down slowly from the tree, crickets and frogs 
were approaching the grave of Turib. They didn't cry nor feel sad, they laughed out loud 
instead. 

It was not only Pak Haji, Lobe, and Priests who despised our ideology, but also 
the animals themselves... 


We eluded the Koran and prayer 
Communism we hold tight 

The pleasure in the world we take 
Though we shall be burnt in hell 


We bid farewell now 

The road to heaven is closed now 
Our fate is of garbage 

Wide open the road to hell 


And so the five of us went home to the old well. 


The tight activities of the action command went on, every time everywhere. The 
papers brought up the news about the annihilation of PKI and its accomplice all over the 
country. 

The Friday Keliwon incident had passed, the following nights somehow.... 

The five of us would never leave our brothers left behind. We are wondeing how 
far we could tell the story. 

“Now, let's switch the narrator. It shouldn't be Kimin all the time.” 

“Yeah, right. It must not be monopolized only by one person, we have to make it 
egual.” 

“I didn't mean to be greedy. Pm just the elder, trying to give a hand.” 

“Alright, alright. It's not about seniority. Besides, none of us had joined the 
member of cadre. Let alone one of us is ateacher.” 

“Alright then, let Lubga take control.” 

“Ym not very smart, I can't do that.” 

“Whether you're smart or not, we all agree that you lead the story.” 

“Lomulah. Ahu zadi komaddan.” 


“Kusta, check the names to be killed in the list of the action command, and you, 
Rege, with Kimin and Sipay, check where our brothers stay at the lodgings. According to 
our record, it has been 25 days since the action command didn't do any action.” 


“Well, apparently, its Tris, its his turn. Because Tris came from Liberia, let me tag 
tail him while others watch the place.” 


Simatupang's Jeep Willys was heading Tanjung Kasau passing through the 
morning bright of Tuesday, February 22, 1966. Sergeant Sinulingga, Syari, and Mr. Irsan 
and Marik was indulging themselves in a conversation, filling the room with smoke from 
their cigarettes. Around 11 o'clock, they arrived there and gave the report to the 
commandant of CPM. 

I then sneaked into Tris' room. I whispered him that he was going to be killed, I 
told him to run. But it was unbelievable that only ask us to take care of his wife and told 
us not to let her be married to someone else. 

Because it was still broad daylight, it's rather impossible to take Tris to Simpang 
Matapao. So, he was kept at PTP V Rambutan, waiting till dark. 

On Wednesday night, Tris was taken. The moon was shining bright. But under the 
rubber tree there were only flickers of flashlight. 

“This is your job, Marik.” Mr. Irsan said drawing a knife behind his jacket and 
handing it over to Marik. The owls started to growl and laugh above the rubber tree. My 
friend from the same village was about to be killed:... 

Bilal Amat once guoted: 
“The first who would be put into judgment in the hereafter is of the killing.” (Hadith, the 
prophetic tradition) 


Mr. Irsan felt obliged to show his sword covered with blood to Guru Sabdin at Mr. 
Parno's house. I heard Guru said that “if you are certain that those whom you've killed do 
not believe in God and religion, you are not laden with sins. 

Twenty one days after Tris was buried under rubber trees, I noticed some 
activities in the action command. 

Monday night, March, 14 1966, I saw them slid to Gudang Hitam PJKA in Tebing 
Tinggi. 

“Come on Rege, set your position. Try to scramble them. And let me disturb the 
driver.” 

They got out from the barb wired fence gate one by one, Agai (the future Sector 
Commandant), Suban (the future Administrator), Cuku (the future head of the district), 
Mokidi (the future vice of the head of the district), Sanu (the future Perpas), V. Siman 
(the future Porhanger) and C. Gulom (the future DUANE). 

The seven of them walked facing on the ground, just like the Jews who were 
escorted by the German army. They crossed their sarongs on their shoulders, and the 
pants were rolled up. Every one of them was taken onto a truck. 

The truck ran on the potholed road so that the twenty passengers inside the car 
were bouncing in disarray, like dancing, and we also danced. As you know, our brother 
inside the car was also Bataknese. 

Mr. Irsan sguatted in front of Suban. “Ban, didn't you bid farewell to your wife 
and your three kids?” said he. He set Suban tied tighter, and put his face more downward. 
He kept on repeating the same guestion but Suban never answered even once. He kept his 
mouth shut. Mr. Irsan then sat leaning in the truck, staring at the roof. His eyes seemed to 
stare at something further. He remembered what had happened in 1954, when he and 


Suban were students in Pematang Siantar. When the school held a religious festival, it 
was always Suban who recited the holy Koran. He never once delayed praying. He was 
the most pious among the students. Having graduated, he worked in Kotanopan, in the 
Mandailing whose people were fanatic. 

When there was the rebellion of PRRI, he moved from Kotanopan and worked in 
Elementary School 2 at Matapao. He rent a house nearby Mr. Irsan's house in 
Pematangsentrak. Everynight you could hear his beautiful voice reciting the verses of the 
holy Koran. 

Nobody expected that such a religious person might change his belief. It was due 
to Selpun and Kusta who influenced him to join them. Both of them managed to put 
Suban to work at the plantation, so that Suban could live in the lodging which was 
actually supposed to be the lodging for Police officers. He apparently became indebted to 
Selpun and Kusta. 

Mr. Irsan took a deep breath and then told Suban to say the Shahada, but Suban 
kept silent. I saw Mr. Irsan frowning, as if remembering their conversation they once had: 

“Ban, why did you join them.” Mr. Irsan said to him on an afternoon when they 
met at Simpang Matapao. 

“Is it wrong?” he answered cynically. 

“Of course it is. You've been so pious, and devoutly reciting the Holy Koran.” 
replied Mr. Irsan. 

“Oh, so you didn't know that in Rusia mosgues were turned into museums and the 
Koran was banned. Don't you know that religion opiates the people?” 

“So, you're an atheist then. We no longer share the same belief.” 

“Just wait and see!” said Suban staring arrogantly at Mr. Irsan. 


Mr. Irsan was startled and then stood. He wiped the sweat on his forehead. He felt 
so hot that he sweated a lot while actually the night was so cold regardless the hard wind 
when as the truck was running. 


Rambutan, Bamban, Rampah, Simpang Matapao, Sungai Buluh, Bengkel, Perbaungan.... 


“Take him out...!” shouted Mr. Irsan at the same time as the siren of Batangterap 
factory wailed. 

The piece of wood that Uyung had was struck onto Suban's forehead, the blood 
flowed out of it, he fell Iying. Kusta who was sitting on Suban's feet was jerked, winking 
his slanted eyes 

“”Just die, brother! How could you not fight for him?” I mocked Kusta to provoke 
him.” 

Perhaps, this is the story of two friends who have different vision. 
Each friend will have their turn. 
Everybody lay on each other making a pile, not making any move. 


They were then dragged one hundred meters downstream. Mr. Irsan, accompanied 
by Ruli, Marik, Uyung and Mawi, started the execution one by one. Heads of the victims 
were rolled over into the river, and afterward, the bodies followed kicked by boots. 

The river was reddening, sparkling when flashed. The three of our brothers were 
drifted by the current to downstream. 

“Mr. Irsan seemed had it enough. “So did I. I felt frightened. You take the lead, 
now, brother.” “Now. it's your turn Sipay!” 

I heard Mr. Irsan suggested that the commandant find his replacement to be in 
charge of the group. But the commandant didn't approve him. 

“The other group may participate, but the leader of the group must not be 
replaced!” 

It was Friday night march 18, 1966, the action command, seemingly, was about to 
hold a party. Two pick ups were gueuing at Gudang Hitam PJKA Tebing Tinggi. Under 
the flashing light from the watch tower, there came out our brothers, Olly, Rida, Nenes, 
Pamo, B. Gulom, Matsa and Mjyat, just like Vietnamese soldiers taken prisoners by the 
American in the Vietnamese war. 

They were divided into two groups. The first group was led by Mr. Irsan and Irsin, 
the second group was led by Marik and Arpoh, all of them came from Sungai Buluh. 
Apparently, that time, Mr. Irsan gave the chance to the action command of Sei Buluh to 
take the lead. 

At the usual place, downstream, having been battered badly, our brothers were 
forced to get off the cars. The daily guota was directed for action command of Sei Buluh. 
Mr. Irsan called for the executioner repeatedIy but the executioner wouldn't show up. 
And then, he was replaced by Uyung, Samin, Mawi, Karlub and Marik. Afterward, Maleh 
took over, and the last one who would do the execution was Jungan. All of them 
repeatedly try to stab and cleave the victim, but they just couldn't manage to do that. Mr. 
Irsan was getting upset. He drew his favorite sword from his jacket and placed the tip of 
it slowly on Jungan's waist. 

“Do it, or else you become his replacement!” shouted Mr. Irsan. The members of 
the action command became frightened but afterward, Jungan killed Rida whose body 
was bobbing in the river, perhaps bidding farewell to the action command of Sei Buluh. 


“In the agenda book of the action command, there appeared two names of our 
brothers, Selpun and Ramu, brothers!” 

“Ah, how could that be possible? There are still many friends of us who are 
prisoners in Sialang Buah, Gudang Hitam PJKA Tebing Tinggi and in Tanjung Kasau.” 

“I have no idea. But let us see. Selpun and Ramu are being tortured at Sungai Ular 
by Mawi and Ngolu tonight.” 


“Apparently in the evening of April 28, 1966, the action command took revenge 
for their friends who died in Lubang Buaya. Because of them we become the victim of 
their rage... We are so unfortunate.” 


“Let's go back to our palace and let other friends of ours remain at their own 
place. Let them make their own story!” 


“Mr. Kimin, why are you lamenting?” 

“I was just remembering my children. Just because the persuasion of Cuku who 
always had coffee at my shop, I became stuck like this!” 

“And what about you, Lubga? And you, Sipay? 

“Right, I really regret it so much. I hope my children would never be communist.” 

“Well, shit happens. We took the conseguences. Now, we are just waiting for the 
judgment day. I have no idea what kind of torment will inflict us. When we were alive, 
we were against religion. We said that it was the “opium”. And we did not believe the 
existence of God.” 


Then, I stopped reading. I came across my mind the white skulls flying above my 
head, and then, disappeared. 

I didn't realize that my cigarette was almost done on the ashtray. I was still awake, 
while he lay asleep on the chair with the almost done cigarette on his dry lips. I felt sorry 
for him, I was staring at him for some time. 

At his left hand, there was a scroll held tight. I was curious to know what was in 
it. 

The smoke was lingering above our heads. My feet were trying to get the papers 
scattering under the table. 

A diary entitled “Black Dead” with a sword set erect on the ground as its cover 
was filled with some events that took place at that time, to name but a few 
1. The list of names of the leaders of the Mass Action Command 
a. Home Based in Pekan Sialang Buah 


- Laurensus Simanjuntak (PNI) 

- Mansur UH (PNI) 

- Mansur UB (PNI) 

- Adnan Nur (PNI) 

- Bakri Indra (PP) 

- Husin (PP) 

- Roni Karno (PP) 

- Asri Abdas (NU) 

- Iskandar (Anshor) 
- Pulat Simanjuntak (Catholic) 
- Marali Purba (Parkindo) 


b. Home Based in Simpang Matapao, all elements of Youth Organization were united 
under one command. 

- Amir Hasan Nasution (GPM) 

- Jumarik (P3I) 


- Arsad Pohan (Anshor) 

- Kadar (PP) 

The mass action command of Simpang Matapao started its activity on October 7, 1965. 
The execution of the treachery of the September 30 movement was started on January 21, 
1966 until April 27, 1966. 


It was only the action command of Simpang Matapao that was given trust by 
Commandant of Puterpra district Teluk Mengkudu Second Lieutenant Nurdin Lubis to 


carry out the hard duty. 


c. Home Based in Sungai Buluh 


- Bahrum Nasution (PP) 
- Junjung Hasibuan (PP) 
- Mhd. Saleh (Anshor) 


2. At 23.00. I was interrogated for some information by a team from PEPELRADA. On 
the struggles against the September 30 movement, at the house of plantation 
administrator Matapao Mr. Ahmad Basri Siregar, they felt content because the events that 
took place was administrated by the action command of Simpang Matapao. 


3. We received the order from the Commandant Puterpra to welcome the team of 
Observers from the Security Council that was passing Simpang Matap2ao. 
According to Commandant Puterpra, Mr. Hamzah Tambusai, the chairman of PNI 
District Teluk Mengkudu, expressed his disagreement towards me as the head of the 
Mass Youth Movement (GPM) because I did not ask for permission from the Party. 


4. On May 5, 1966, I resigned from GPM, followed by my members. 


5. On June 20, 1966, I founded SOKSI district Teluk Mengkudu after receiving 
mandate from SOKSI of the municipal level, via Matapao administrator. 


6. On August 22, 1967, the Mass Action Command was dissolved, and as the 
replacement, there was established the Action Union Coordinator. 


The Presidium of the Action Union Coordinator: 


The Periodical Chairman Bakri Indra (PP) 
The Periodical Chairman Isakandar (Anshor) 
The Periodical Chairman Amir Hasan (P3I) 


The Periodical Chairman Poltak Simanjuntak (Catholic) 


Secretary I Marali Purba (GAMKI) 


Secretary II Syah Rumsyah (PM) 


Treasurer I Arsad Pohan (Anshor) 
Treasurer II Suratman (Alwashilah) 
Mass Mobilization I Hasanuddin (Al Itti) 
Mass Mobilization II Jumarik (P3T) 
Mass Mobilization III Husin BN (PP) 
Information and Zakaria Nasution (P3T) 
Publication Simanungkalit (GAMKI) 
Mhd. Zein (Al Itti) 


Action Union Coordinator 


KAPI 1. Bakri Indra 
2. Amir Hasan 
3. Arsad Pohan 


KAWI 1. Bastian 
2. Sribanun Saragih 
3. Nurlaela 
KABI 1. Ahmad Basri Saragih 


2. Abdul Rahman Nasution 
3. Syamsuddin 


7. On September 19, 1967, at 9 am, PNI was dissolved by Colonel Sarwo Edi Wibowo, 
until time limits of September 26, 1967. PNI was not allowed to hold meetings, 
demonstration or put the portrait of Sukarno, all banners had to be taken off. 


I got tired reading his entire diary. My eyes getting tired, too, but Itried to keep it 
wide open because there were two more scrolls on my laps. I lit my cigarette, Gudang 
Garam. It was okay though. The round smoke was looking for narrow passage the 
window. 

T opened the wild fold of the paper. It was a story with pictures, entitled 
“Damned” by Arhas and Nurlys. It's kind of scary. Apparently the cover of Embun 
Berdarah was taken from these pages. 

I was unconsciously nodding when reading the passages. It was right that he was 
a teacher (guru). 


It was worth it that (teluk) Mengkudu was stated in a book entitled 40 Days from 
the Aborted Coup of September 30'h Movement, released by the Armed Forces Staff, The 
Center of the Armed Forces History 1965, page 113 (photocopy is enclosed). 


Besides the name of teluk Mengkudu and Pantai Cermin stated in the book, where 
would the names of other districs in Deli Serdang? We acknowledged that the struggle 
against communist party and its suborganizations, Pemuda Rakyat, Gerwani, BTI, 
Sarbupri, SBKA and its accomplice also occurred in some other districts, but they lacked 
of administrative filings, therefore, only the events that took place like in Kampung 
Kolam (East Sumatra) and in the districts mentioned in the above that lifted up Deli 
Serdang through 40 Days from the Aborted Coup of September 30: Movement. 


THE THREE DISTRICTS IN DELI SEDANG STATED IN 40 DAYS FROM 
THE ABORTED COUP OF SEPTEMBER 30TH MOVEMENT. 1 OCTOBER — 10 
NOVEMBER 1965. 


40 Days from the Aborted Coup of September 30th Movement 


1 October — 10 November 1965 


The Armed Forces Staff 
The Center of Armed Forces History 
1965 


It was evident that the September 30th Movement was stepping on the ideology of 
the our nation that is Pancasila: The attempt by the members of PKI and Pemuda Rakyat 
to set the churches in the region of Tiga Dolok (Simalungun) was successfully aborted by 
the people themselves. The people with the assistance from the mass youth united under 
the Action Command of Struggle against “Gestapu” Pematang Siantar succeeded 
overcoming the perpetrators. 

The cruelty that once was put into practiced in Lubang Buaya was also used by 
the Pemuda Rakyat in East Sumatra. For example, since 25 October, two persons from 
HMI and Pemuda Pancasila had been missing. ABRI assisted by the people was 
searching for the disappeared. Because of the understanding of the member of Pemuda 
Rakyat itself who reported the location of the victims, on November 3, 1965, the two 
bodies were found. 

One hundred and ninety three members of BTI, Gerwani, and Pemuda Rakyat in 
Mengkudu (Deli Serdang) recently claimed that they had resigned from their 
organizations which were the mass organizations of PKI. In their vow delivered in front 
of the head of the local community, besides declaring that they resigned, they were also 
ready to struggle against communism in order to recover the law and order. The steps 


were also followed by the members of PKi, Gerwani and Pemuda Rkayat Pantai Cermin 
that numbered 240 people. 


West Sumatra/Central Sumatra/Riau Mainland 


The statement that condemned the September 30'h Movement and the demand to 
dissolve the political parties and mass organizations that involved were flowing. On 7 
October 1965, DPRGR (the house of representative) of West Sumatra without the 
attendance of the PKI fraction held a sudden meeting on condemning the September 30th 
Movement. Everyday, the people were spontaneously taking off the banners of PKI and 
its mass organization and spreading leaflets of which content was the demand to sissolve 
PKI. In his speech in front of Panca Tunggal officers of the entire West Sumatra, the high 
commander of Central Sumatra confirmed that in overcoming “Gestapu” there was no 
other attitude.... 


“Hey, wake up!” 

He was startled wiping his drool on the corner of his lip. I offered him 
DJISAMSOE. 

“Have you read it?” 

“Yeah. You're okay though.” 

“That was only my imagination, I read a lot of magazines and papers, and 
watched movies of the Treachery of the September 390i" Movement. And my inspiration 
getting out of hand after reading the 40 Days from the Aborted Coup of September 30'h 
Movement.” 

“No wonder, your words flowed like a river.” 

“You're just making fun of me!” 

“No, Pm not. Pm just proud of having a friend like you.” 

“Okay then, read this!” 

I grabbed it immediately because I was curious to know what was in it. 


MY OWN PRIDE 


What we had done in the struggle against counterrevolution, the September 30th 
Movement was apparently stated in the book entitled 40 Days from the Aborted Coup of 
September 30 Movement 
“I guote from the page 113, paragraph 2 and 3. It says: 


The cruelty that once was put into practiced in Lubang Buaya was also used by 
the Pemuda Rakyat in East Sumatra. For example, since 25 October, two persons from 
HMI and Pemuda Pancasila had been missing. ABRI assisted by the people was 
searching for the disappeared. Because of the understanding of the member of Pemuda 


Rakyat itself who reported the location of the victims, on November 3, 1965, the two 
bodies were found. 

One hundred and ninety three members of BTI, Gerwani, and Pemuda Rakyat in 
Mengkudu (Deli Serdang) recently claimed that they had resigned from their 
organizations which were the mass organizations of PKI. In their vow delivered in front 
of the head of the local community, besides declaring that they resigned, they were also 
ready to struggle against communism in order to recover the law and order. The steps 
were also followed by the members of PKi, Gerwani and Pemuda Rkayat Pantai Cermin 
that numbered 240 people.” 


“Eventually, what I have done, my frowned forehead, my stiff muscle, my eyes 
that were red of fatigue and my teeth chattering, is worth it.” 

“A pride came across, as if it were rose scented water that showered our bodies. 
(Teluk) Mengkudu that was written in a book on History of the Armed Forces proves that 
we were participating in the struggle against the September 30th Movement and its 
accomplice. 

“The history records what we have done.” 


“It was in the complex of Mosgue Al Mubarrag and Madrasa Alwasliyah Simpang 
Matapao that the 193 people that came from the plantation belt Matapao, Pematangsetrak 
and Afdelling Liberia declared their vow of resignation from the organization.” 

“The vow itself was read by Senan, and after the declaration each one of them 
was assigned to put their signature on top of it.” 

“Starting from that day, the mosgue became crowded by people who sought for 
His Mercy.” 


“BLOCKING GENERAL HARIS NASUTION 


In the evening of 1 October 1965, still at dawn, Mr. A. Haris Nasution jumped 
over the fence at the back of his house which was the target of the Cakrabirawa Sguad. 
But because of God's mercy, he could escape the cruelty of the communist. 

But his beloved five years old daughter, Ade Irma Suryani, was shot dead by 
Corporal Hargiono with three bullets and two bullets on the nanny's hand. And 
Lieutenant Pierre Tendean who intentionally pretended to be Genereal Nasuiton was 
dragged to Lubang Buaya. 

It was only he who survived from the rebels. Perhaps it God speed so that he 
could convince the people and the army to keep on struggling, he was still alive and 
tough. That was why he always went to villages. 

His departure from Kisaran by train was greeted by people at every train station 
and the railway that the train passed. 

We also had the information from Tritunggal about the news. Of course we would 
not want to miss it. So, I mobilized the people to gather at train station Teluk Mengkudu. 


But would the train stop, because it was carrying General Nasution, the one who needed 
to be saved? If we just shouted at the train to stop, certainly it wouldn't stop. Eventually I 
got an idea: 

“Mansur, Wagimin, you cross the red and white flag over the railway right at the 
curve over there!” 

It was right, the train was slowing down. Then I jumped onto the train. There was 
Major Ngadimin (CPM). 

“You're too brave.” said he. 

“Stop the train, sir. The people want to see Mr. Nas.” I asked 


Afterward, we were shaking hands while yelling 
“Long live Pak Nas...Long live Pak Nas..” 


The train was also blocked by the people at station Rambutan, Bamban and 
Rampah, but it just wouldn't stop even though they had prepared everything even the 
loudspeaker. They seemed not to be, perhaps, as wise and sly as us 

The Police Chief of Firdaus Lieutenant Bariang welcomed me very warm. 


We also kept hold of Mr. Nasution in Matapao after he got back from visiting his 
family grave in hometown. I shook hands with Mr. and Mrs. Nasution.” 


“THE INCIDENT OF PASAR MIRING 


Not long after the dew turn dry, suddenly the storm was overwhelming in the 
middle of paddy field at Pasar Miring, Batu Lapan, Lubuk Pakam. 

The news had it that the head of the village was harassed by the ex-members of 
BTI, PR and Gerwani. It was about some piece of land so I'd heard. 

The incident initiated us to go back to work. I was elected the leader of the 
Security Command Group by Secon Lieutenant T.M. Sembiring as the commander of 
Police Sector Teluk Mengkudu. 

I set the guard to be tighter. Everybody that caused suspicion was inspected. 
According to some information, those who involved in the incident ran away from Lubuk 
Pakam. One of them was Rabayani, the leader of Gerwani. 

On Saturday night, some security guard rounded up a beautiful woman whose 
head was bald. 

“What's your name?” I asked shouting. 

“Rubiyani?” answered she. 


I was startled because she was guite similar with the head of Gerwani who was 
being chased by the people and the army. All nigh long we had been integrating her, but it 
was of no value. 

On Saturday afternoon, Amir Husin and I went to Perbaungan to pay a visit to 
Sofyan at the hospital. As we arrived in Perbaungan, we met Mr. Bustami, the staff of the 


district office. We told him that we were about to see Sofyan at the hospital and that next 
to Sofyan's bed, there was somebody who was badly injured. 

“What? The one next to that person was one of us? My Lord, we have had a 
decision that both of them were going to be executed in Sungai Ular tonight.” said he 
firmly. 

We were very surprised, Thank god, we came early that afternoon, if not we 
would have missed Sofyan. So, it was apparently that the person next to Soyfan was the 
member of PKI thrown into the river downstream but could still alive and stranded o the 
riverbank. But unfortunately, somebody found him and took him to the hospital waiting 
to be secured. Afterward, we had the Action Command of Perbaungan keep an eye on 
Sofyan's treatment. 

We also told them about the baldy woman whom we took prisoner. The woman 
turned out to be the wife of a soldier who was running his duty in Pantai Cermin. When 
he had a fight with his first wife, the first wife went to his second wife and then shaved 
off her head. 

So, we asked Mr. Bustami to tell the husband about the baldy woman and to come 
to Simpang Matapao to take her home. In the following day, he came to fetch his wife 
from Sariat's house. 

The incident of Pasar Miring and its aftermath were still lingering. I didn't know 
why Marzuki of Matapao reported to us that his son in law, M. Yusuf, was in his 
concealment in Saranggiting. In 1965, he was an employee at Tanjung Bulu and became 
the member of Sarbupri, Poniman's lower partner. 

All this time, Marzuki had never once told us if his son in law was involved. He 
had been asking him to divorce her daughter, but M. Yusuf always refused to divorce her. 
He got upset therefore he told us about his son in law's involvement and where he hid. 

In the afternoon around 3 pm, A Comby van Volkswagen carrying Mr. Razali (the 
assistant at Matapao), Amir Husin, Arsad Pohan, Burmawi, Jemariknaeman, Ilyas 
Hasibuan, and I, went on to Sarangginting. At Dolok Masihul, Sergeant Sinulingga 
reported to Commandant Puterpra and reguested a lead of where the barrack of contract 
worker of the rubber tree cutters was located. 

Exactly at thirty past five, I arranged the siege of the barrack. I sneaked behind 
the rubber tree that was near his room. I saw him bowing, blowing the fire, under his 
buttocks, there lay an axe and on his arm he held a machete. I gave signal to Marik to 
start rounding him up together. 

“Freeze!” uttered we concurrently. 

I saw him startled but Jumarik's sword was already on his neck. 

“Let go off your machete!” said I. 

I threw away the machete and axe outside, and then Naeman collected them. 

“What have I done wrong, sir?” he guestioned. 

I called on Marzuki to come in and give him the answer. Marzuki was like a fool 
bending his head forward. He then collected all clothes that belonged to Yusuf, taking 
them home. 


In the evening around 8 pm, we interrogated him at the main office of Matapao. 
We sought from him where the other organizers of Sarbupri were running, but we 
couldn't get reliable answer because his answers kept on changing. 

We then got upset and repeatedly electrocuted him, but he kept silent. After that, 
we put him into the mad wheels in the machine chamber. 

As a militant PKI cadre, he kept his mouth real shut. He wouldn't tell them the 
secret no matter the unbearable tortures afflicted to them. 

Eventually, we handed him over to Kodim (Military Region Command) in Tebing 
Tinggi. 


“Sometimes, I just sat lamenting, staring, far, so far. 

I saw flickers of light of different colors, dazzling. 

Sometimes I was hearing things, passing by with the wind. 

I saw them then disappeared. 

When I was overwhelmed by sorrow, I became a bit frightened, goose bumps. 

I saw the German Nazi soldiers leading the Jews to heir very own death. I was scared, 
too. 

I then read the guotation from Napoleon Bonaparte on a piece of old paper on top of my 
desk: 

“IFI WANT TO GET RID SOMETHING OF MY MIND, I WOULD LOCK ITS 
DRAWER, AND OPEN THE OTHER DRAWER THAT CONTAINS SOMETHING 
ELSE. THE CONTENT OF THE DRAWER NEVER MIKXES UP TOGETHER OR 
MESSES WITH MY MIND OR TROUBLES ME. WHEN I WANT TO GO TO BED, I 
LOCK ALL THE DRAWERS AND FALL ASLEFEP.”” 


My beloved wife was mesmerized, staring at me. 
I started to write with my pencil on a piece of worn paper in front of me. The dew 
was dropping. 


Blood on the Morning Dew 

Boots were rocking the floor, 

Fetid sweat odor, 

Faces, 

Cruel, 

Sadistic, 

Not bright of the children bright heart. 


Jolts broke the chess, 
Blind bullets passed and took lives. 


The wet blood reddened, 
As the wet dew reddened, too 


Bullets were passing through chess, 
Taking the life of the son of the nation. 


Through small passages the dewdrops were falling, 
Making a portrait of a red bear, 

Red color, 

Red Chakra. 


The treachery is gone, 

The revenge was still rising up, 
Hatred, 

Fraud, 

Taking lives. 


All justifications were made, 
All issues were planted, 

All fraud was spilled, 

All ways were permitted. 


Pancasila was Nasakomized. 

The stable nation was made into chaotic. 
Friends of different thoughts were eliminated. 
Heaven knows, 

The wrong would be annihilated, 

The righteous would be saved, 

Pancasila stands still. 


The revolution heroes were falling like flowers. 
Rebels were falling like crawling animal corpses. 


My pencil was let go off my hand. I apparently was so sleepy. I suddenly became 
startled when hearing the calling for prayer at the dawn 

Assolatu hoirum minan naum 

(praying is of value instead of being in slumber) 
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“J feel satisfied reading your entire composition. This is very advantageous.” 
“Why is that?” 


“Well, because it keeps us to remember. You know that people easily forget of 
what has happened on the past because they already feel safe. More over if they are being 
prosperous.” 

“Well, if so, you must not forget the story of KEONG (snail). Soviet Union may 
have been ruined, the Communist Party may have been dissolved, but the ideology? 
Those Indonesians who live in the countries of ex Soviet Union and whose communist 
ideology has become strongly inherent are still our enemies.” 

“Yeah, it's like snails that hide and live in the gutter start to crawl out of their 
concealment. We don't realize that they spread poisonous slime all over the place that 
they can make use of. There arise problems in working fields, underpayment, social gap, 
and strikes. Perhaps, those could possibly be their involvement.” 

“I don't know. But we have to increase our awareness to keep our nation safe. The 
incident Kudatuli (deaf horse, July 27, 1996) was very shocking. Take a look at his 
clipping from Waspada: 

The statutes of Democratic People Party whose leader is Budiman Sujatmiko are similar 
with the general program of PKI published by the Polit Bureau Central Committee 22 
April 1951.” 


I read the clipping from the paper. It did not expect that the riots that took place in the 
PDI were schemed by PRD 


“I hope this writing can be the wall of awareness for our children.” 
“And what is that?” 
“Oh, that is the story of Bung Karno. Read it!” 


I took the scroll on the far side of the table which was wet from our tea. His hand writing 
was terrible. Indeed, when he was a senior high student, he never got good mark, always 
five or less. But it was not the hand writing that I concerned, but the content of the 
writing itself. I opened it slowly and... 


“SUKARNO” 
Tempo, 24 September 1988. 
Goenawan Mohamad — Budiman S. Hartoyo — Priyono Sumbogo — Budiono Darsono. 


Well, who is he really? 

1. One thing for sure, he is a Marxist. Marx was the thinker of economic and social issues 
in the 19th century, he pioneered the socialism which was considered scientific by his 
followers. The theory itself was developed by Lenin in Soviet Union into Marxim- 


Leninism. 


2. In his autobiography written by Cindi Adam: 


“He was first learning and getting to know Marxist theory from his HBS teacher who was 
a democrat socialist. After that, he considered that Marxist theory was the only theory 
which was competent in solving all issues in the history of society. He was the eminent of 
his era, 1920's. 

When he lived at Cokroaminoto's house in Surabaya, he also freguently involved in many 
politic discussions. Cokroaminoto, the founder of Sarikat Islam and the godfather of the 
movement against colonialism took him to further socialism which was spirittted with 
Islam. 

While few friends of his, Alimin and Muso who later founded the PKI, introduced him to 
Marxism.” 


3. “Tam socialist, I am leftish that according to the Marxist terminology it means 
progressive and longs for a social change. Its opponent is rightist, the reactionary, or 
counterrevolutionary. The will to lift up the social justice is of the left.” 


4. When later there was established the Union (later Party) National Indonesia in 1927 of 
which bases were The oneness of God, Social Nationalism, and Social Democracy, he 
said “TI remain nationalist, Muslim, and Marxist. The synthesis of these three that makes 
me exist.” 


5. But until the end of his time, he never once stated that it was communist that should 
take the lead of the struggle of this nation. 


6. The other different standpoint of Sukarno from the communist was the way he 
perceived religion. He once said that his coffin must be covered with the banner of 
Muhammadiyah. 


8. He did try to do something that suited Indonesia. He sometimes uttered his own theory 
of revolution. He never planned an armed revolution. 

In his speech, INDONESIA MENGGUGAT (the Indonesian people sue), he claimed that 
revolution should be operated without any violence. 

Sukarno, in all of his writings, never discussed the role of the armed forces in the 
independence movement. This initiated the hard relationship between him and the armed 
Forces. He differed from the PKI and its struggle. 


9. He talked to Cindi Adam, “No, Pm not a communist. I'm a socialist, leftish.” And in 
front of the Congress of PNI 1960 he explained, “T'm religious, I'm not communist.” 


10. “To be honest, between me and PKI, in the pursuit of socialism, we share many things 
in common.” 


11. Sukarno was celebrated as the founder of Marhaenism, after Marhen, a farmer in West 
Java whom he once met. To some extent, Marhaenism differed from Marxism-Leninism. 


But when reading his writing in 1963 about the difference of Marhaenism and the 
proletariat, he stated that Marhaen to Sukarno was all of the poor, including farmers and 
small traders or vendors. 

Mr. Marhen was a farmer who had his own production devices such as a small land and a 
hoe. Therefore, he was not a proletariat who had power for rent. 


12. What brought the teaching of Bung Karno close together with the Marxism-Leninism 
was the position of the proletariat. Sukarno named them as the “pioneer”. He said, “our 
army are the Marhaenists, but the pioneer is the workers, most of them usually the 
proletariat.” 


13. Was Sukarno guilty? Taufik Abdullah, a historian, once said, “He was a great man, 
with great deeds and service, together, great mistakes.” 


14. “The tragic is” according to Ong Hok Kan, a historian, too, “Indonesia has become a 
reality without any of his pursuit or ideology fully practiced.” 


15. “IT love women. I am Sukarno. But I'm not a pleasure-seeking man as they accused 
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me. 


16. Sukarno was an individualist. He was an arrogant man with a voice within, flaming. A 
man that admitted that he loved himself and could possibly not become the satellite of 
other nations. Sukarno did not serve himself to any dominant power. And he was not a 


puppet. 


17. “It's impossible that a reasonable man is against the pursuit of communism in the 
social and economic aspects. We agree this and I could not forsake God, I could not 
throw away Nationalism.” 


Butet then came and uttered, “Who is sleeping, let him be, who reads, keep on 
reading! Here's some coffee and ubi.” 

“Ah, why bother. You don't have to bring all out for me.” 

“You're just teasing. I know it's only ubi.” 

“No, no. Thank you very much. This may keep me from sleeping.” 

“He's perhaps still sleeping or maybe not.His lips are moving. Perhaps, reciting 
his powerful spell. I don't know!” 

“Just keep on reading so that you would know everything. Remember, the more 
you read to more we don't know.” Sudddenly, he rose. 


T opened the next pages. It was the writing of Joesoef Sou'yb, paper clippings 
entitled: 


“THE RECOVERY OF SUKARNO”'S LEGAL POSITION” 

1. Until now, there has been no certainty of the recovery of Sukarno's legal position. 
House of Representatives Decree No. XXXI -II 1967 on Dr. Ir. Sukarno: 
“...releasing the policy that indirectly benefited the September 30'h Movement and 
protected the leaders of PKI.” 


2. Article 6 of the House of the Representatives decree that was derived from the 
President decree no. 44/1977, on the national funeral of Sukarno stated that: 

“There have been some legal inguiries related to the health of Sukarno, and it is still not 
possible to have final examination and the litigation to the Court.” 


3. In 1960”s President Sukarno with his groups of companion visited Soviet Union. And 
he was accompanied by a blond woman as he returned from Soviet Union. There have 
been two major changes: 

a. External, the non-aligned free and active politics of Indonesia had become the role 
model for the world. However, every time there was a disagreement between the West 
and East, Indonesia would always be on East alignment side. 

b. Internal, PKI under the leadership of Aidit became stronger. Masyumi and Indonesia 
Socialist Party were dissolved. The newspapers that were of different ideology from the 
communist were banned. 

c. Mental pressure: 

“What had happened to Sukarno during his staying in Moscow?” If there were 
permission to search the embassy of the Soviet Union, then whatever had happened 
would be the means of politic black-mailing toward Sukarno. Before the treachery, his 
health worsened badly because of the mental pressure afflicted to him. Sukarno was not a 
communist, he was made use of by the communist that blackmailed him. 

d. Article 6 of the House of the Representatives decree 1967 stated that the legal 
proceedings on Sukarno had been handed over to the President official as the mandatory. 


“Oh, my goodness, the coffee is cold now. You're playing politicians.” uttered 
Butet from the kitchen. 

“A cook shall not interfere, you know nothing about politics.” replied Mr. Irsan, 
sipping his coffee. 

“Now, it has become more obvious to me who Sukarno was.” said I turning the 
other pages. 


“THE LEGAL POSITION OF SUKARNO” 


M.Nur Rizali 


The House of the Representatives Decree No. XXXII/MPRS/1967 dated 12 March 1967 
on the dismissal of the Government power of Sukarno, the ruling from the congress 
MPRS 1967 resulted in three chapters: 


Chapter I: Consists of 5 articles on Sukarno”s position as the President of Republik 
Indonesia. 


Chapter II: Consists of one article that states: 

Determining the legal reolution on Dr. Ir. Sukarno according to law and justice and the 
hand over to the President official. 

a. The resolution should be accomplished before 27 March 1968 on the election of 
President by the MPRS with he decree No. XLIV/MPRS/1968, or at least on 23 March 
1973 when the result of the general election is concluded with the decree No. IX/MPR/ 
1973 this is due to... 

b. The legal consideration can be perceived in the decree No. XXXIII/MPRS/1967 that 
states that “President Sukarno has released policy that indirectly benefited PKI and 
protected PKI.” 

c. The essential element of the crime above was aimed to rebel, deteriorate, and 
Overthrow the legitimate government. It was rather complicated to file a claim against 
President Sukarno because he was the highest chief of command and president for the 
rest of his life. 

d. It was impossible that he would rebel, deteriorate, and overthrow the legitimate 
government, which was himself. 

e. Until now, the court never found Sukarno guilty. 

f. Does the court still have authority to put Sukarno on trial? 

The answer is NO. This is arranged in Chapter VIII of the constitution KUHP on the void 
Sanction right if the accused is dead. 


“There are many evidences that indicate Sukarno was not a PKI just like what 
people said.” I said starling Mr. Irsan. 

“Oh, you just broke my imagination. I saw Bung Karno rose from the grave and 
raised his fist above shouting, “T am the extension of the people voice.” repeatedly.” 

“Ah, come on, that was from Don Ouixote of Cordoba, Spain. That just proved 
that you read that book, and you admired Sukarno very much.” 

“Just get me some cigarettes, Gudang Garam Merah, so that I won't feel sleepy 
ordered he. 


» 


I then continued reading Waspada, Medan, 23 September, Ruslan Abdul Gani 


1. “Bung Karno as the first President of Indonesia was never proven to have bank 
account abroad. When the investigation was taking place, it was Subandrion who 
had the bank account.” 

2. “I know Bung Karno, he never begged for anything from anyone.” 

3. “America was willing to help by providing loans, but Sukarno responded it by 
saying “Go to hell!” “ 

4. “Jepang once intended to buy West Irian because they knew that it contained 
uranium, and plutonium, but Bung Karno refused to sell it even for US$ 500 
billion because he realized that the island was important for Indonesia. 

That was the prove that Sukarno was a warrior” he said. 


It made me surprised. I knew Mr. Irsan was very thorough and diligent in making notes in 
his diary and clipping articles in the papers that he considered necessary. It was very 
fortunate for those who reguired the news because he had everything that had passed. 


I finished my coffee. 
I rose from my chair. The day was getting darker, and the praying call from the Mosgue 
Al Mubarrak started ... 


“Let us pray, let us reach happiness.” 


He also rose from his chair, staring at me. Gudang Garam was sill lingering on the corner 
of his lips, “You had better go home!” said he. 

I smiled, looking at him. His set a smirking face, just like his outwear, his 
appearance was perhaps like the great poet Khairil Anwar. “Go home!” he repeated. 
“Your wife is waiting at home.” 

“Fine, your wife is also waiting to pray together.” said I. 

“You little rascal!” he continued. 

“You eccentric!” I responded laughing. 


Here ends the story. 
Amin, May God bless us all. 


